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cide for Christ,   For a long time he could not speak, but I

insisted on his giving me a definite answer, as to whether he
would accept the offer of salvation or not, 1 shall never for-
get the feeling that thrilled through my soul when my darling
boy, only seven years old, about whom I had formed such
high expectations with regard to his future service to the
Master, deliberately looked me in the face and answered
"No!"

It was, therefore, not only with joy, but with some little
surprise that I discovered him in one of my Wataall meet-
ings kneeling at the communion-rail among a crowd of little
penitents, lie had come out of his own accord from the
middle of the hall, and I found him squeezed in among the
rest, confessing his sins and seeking forgiveness, I nml not
say that 1 dealt with him faithfully, and to the great joy of
both his father and myself, he then and there received the as-
surance of pardon.

But Walsall was to prove a disappointment in other

respects. " I feel a good deal perplexed, and am sometimes
tempted to mistrust the Lord/' wrote Mrs. Booth. ** But 1
will not allow it. Our Father known!1* At that hour
they had not received sufficient money to pay their travelling
expenses and house rent.

Once more harried and dejected, once more ordered by
the policeman of orthodoxy to l4 move on/1 the poor gipsies
suddenly found themselves in a fresh crisis. William ttooth
broke down in health. He had contracted a I Kid ulcerated
throat, he had sprained his ankle, and the worries of his
position were now greatly disturbing his peace of mind.
But for the kindness of some friends who sent him off to
Matlock for hydropathic treatment, there is little doubt
that this breakdown in health, coming at a time of great
financial anxiety, would have had serious results.

In the quotations from the letters of William Booth to
his wife which now follow it will be seen that the impulsive
and ardent revivalist was sometimes called upon to en-
courage the drooping spirits of Catherine Booth. Depres-
sion was not entirely on his side* Very often it was his;
courage and his faith which rose to meet difficulties almost
overwhelming to Mrs. Booth* These letters, written from
Sheffield in the autumn of 1864, provide one with a fairly